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Author's Notes: 


| saw the prompt too late so this isn't quite complete and will be subjected to further editing, but | promise 
the good part is coming soon! Merry Ficmas in July.. :-) 


Lars met James online. 


The day Lars decided on a whim to sign up for a sugar daddy site, something something arrangements dot com, 
he had just been broken up with hours before via text, fired from his job two days before that, his debit card 
had declined at the kebab place and there was nothing in his minifridge that was remotely sustainable for a 
human being. So there he was, stuck in his sad and moldy studio apartment, miserable and depressed, sipping 
on an already opened can of energy drink that he found in the fridge and munching on stale goldfish snacks, 
looking up how fo get a sugar daddy on his phone. 


To be honest, he didn't expect much out of it at first, not enough to put more effort into his profile; a couple 


pictures, a four-sentence-long bio that mentioned in passing his major in Art History and his favourite bands 
(because sugar daddy or not, music taste is important to him). After skimming through some dozens of 


profiles and turning down the creeps and cheap offers, something finally caught his eyes. Or rather, someone. 


"Hi there," screen name jhet0308 messaged him first. "Couldn't help noticing your interest in music and the 
arts. | reckon we'd get along well and have much to talk about" 


A quick look at jhet0308's profile told Lars just enough to keep him intrigued. The guy, if he was real, was 
forty-eight, a businessman based right here in San Francisco, enjoyed antique cars and classic rock. But the 
pictures, though. Lars would be lying if he said he didn’t find this man utterly attractive: tall (six-one, per his 
bio), built and covered in tattoos, and even though his full face wasn't in any of them, something told Lars a 
man like that most likely had the looks to match the impressive resume. 


Jhet0308 was straight to the point when Lars initially wrote him back, asking what Lars expected out of the 
relationship, how often he would like to meet up and his preferred amount of compensation, the works. When 
they finally agreed upon the finer details of the arrangement, jhet0308 suggested meeting up at some upscale 


coffee place downtown, and even offered to cover Lars's drinks and Lyft drives to and from. 


"Sure," Lars said. "I'll wear my best clothes, but please don't be disappointed when | show up in jeans and a t- 
shirt, | don't have much variety in my closet." 


“Something | can easily fix if you'd like," jhet teasingly suggested. "See you then" 


So Lars met jhet in person and he is absolutely gorgeous. Lars felt lame in his skinny jeans and tee next to this 
fucking tall glass of water of a man in a three-piece pressed suit that accentuated his broad shoulders and 
long legs to perfection And then there was his voice, too, jesus, smooth and deep and left Lars wobbly in the 
knees with just a simple "hello", and when he bid Lars goodbye with a large but gentle hand between his 
shoulder blades, Lars decided then and there that he would very much like to climb James - jhet's real name 


- like a tree. 


Kirk chewed him the fuck out over it, though. Understandable, really, he would have reacted the same way if 
Kirk suddenly told him he now had a sugar daddy twice his age. Well, not quite yet. 


‘lm just worried about you is all," Kirk said over text. "Why didn't you tell me you were broke?" 


"You know | couldn't ask anyone for money much less you. Don't worry, I'll be careful. | even looked him up on 
LinkedIn, he seems legit. Nice, too." 


If you say so.. Just call or text me if anything happens." 


"IFs just dinner next week. I'll text you after. Love you." Sometimes Lars wondered if he deserved Kirk as a 


friend. "By the way can | borrow one of your fancy button ups?" 


Dinner went as well as, if not better than, their coffee date. James made a reservation for two at a place 
Lars would never have dreamt of affording, with candles and private booths and a menu with dishes Lars 


couldn't pronounce. James even pulled his chair out for Lars like a goddamned gentleman, and Lars couldn't help 


but melt a little bit. 


Surprisingly, Lars found himself actually enjoying talking to James quite a lot. They shared a love for rock'n'roll, 
James the American classics like Aerosmith and Skynyrd, while Lars preferred Sabbath and Deep Purple. James 
also discussed his love for classical arts when Lars' college major in Art History was brought up, and Lars 
excitedly chatted about his obsession with surrealism and abstract expressionism. Oh yes, and the food was 


divine, too, from what Lars remembered of it. 

By the time for dessert, Lars made up his mind. James was perfect 

‘I'd like to see you again," James texted Lars that night afterwards. "I'd like to make it a weekly thing. All costs 
provided, of course. | have a pair of tickets to an opera next weekend Let me know." And he even signed his 


texts with his initials. 


Lars said yes. 


